Three days in the 


thousand-day war 


I walked through the heavy doors of the public library. I wanted to do some research on the 
history of South America for a project I have in English class. I've dreaded doing it, but I 
realized I needed to finish my work. I went up to the front desk to ask the librarian where I 
could find the section for South American history and she pointed me in the right direction. 
After grabbing the book I needed I went to find a quiet place to study for the paper I had 
to write. I found a place to read and sat down but in less than fifteen minutes I fell asleep 
while reading the book. Once I awoke, I was in what seems to be the book, I was in 1900’s 
Colombia during the thousand-day war. I was on the ground with a bag on my back that I 
don't remember having. As I opened it, I found it had clean water, food, a sleeping bag with 
bandages, disinfectant wipes, and other stuff I would need if I got injured. Then I looked 
down and I was dressed in a military uniform the one I saw in the book before falling 
asleep and a guy was screaming at me in Spanish to pick up a gun. I clumsily reached for 
the gun near my leg. It looked like it was an old gun also from the book I was reading. Then 
I finally realized I was in the book. I didn't know if it was a dream or real but it felt real. 


As I stood all I heard was screaming and gunfire and fell behind some cover as I tried to 


gather my thoughts. I was trying to think how this could be possible. I was scared and I 
didn't know what to do I tried closing my eyes to see if I could wake up but I couldn't. So I 
accepted it and decided if I'm stuck here I better survive and maybe I'll wake up soon and 
be able to go back to my original time. So I held my gun tightly and ran over to some other 
soldiers behind some other cover. I started talking to them and found out that they were 
some pretty cool people. The first person I talked to was Alejandro Perez. He was 
twenty-three and had a daughter by the name of Maria whom he couldn't wait to go back 
home to see again. Soldier Two was another person and he was barely eighteen. Then I said 
to myself “Wait, how old am I?" Then I looked at my reflection in some water and realized 
I looked like I was twenty-something. I had a beard with really short hair, which was very 
different from my previous appearance, which consisted of longish curly hair and no facial 
hair. So I looked A little different, to say the least, I also looked like I grew a couple of 
inches. I was feeling a lot more mature even though I was still the same immature 
fifteen-year-old teen inside. As all this was going on in my head a bullet flew by almost 
hitting the person next to me. Once we heard it hit everyone dropped to the ground and 
scattered to find cover to try not to get shot. I was wondering if Alejandro and Jose (the 
eighteen-year-old)were trustworthy enough to tell them where or more like when I was 
really from and if they would believe me if I did tell them. Then the more I thought about it 
I decided I would tell them but not now I'll tell them when I build trust with them a little 
more. For the next couple of days, my days consisted of firefights and just talking and 
spending time with Alejandro and Jose. They would talk about their life and other stuff. 
But I felt bad because I had to make this whole new person. After all, I didn't know if I 


could trust them with the truth. But after two days of spending all day and night with 


them, I decided that I could trust them with the truth, and while at first, they didn't believe 
me after I kept explaining they started believing me. But while I was telling them all this 
someone else overheard and thought I was a spy and ran over to a higher-up to tell them. 
While I was asleep in the sleeping bag they snatched me up and went to interrogate me to 
see if I was a spy. I had to tell them all the truth about me but they didn't believe me, they 
thought I was lying. They put a bag over my head and started muttering off to the side and 
I could barely hear or understand what they were saying. Then I heard them conclude. 
They decided to execute me in front of everyone. After announcing to everyone what they 
were gonna do to me. Alejandro and Jose ran over and tried to explain what was 
happening but after trying to back me up the general decided that they were going to be 
executed with me as well. At 12:00 pm sharp, we were kneeling side by side with bags on 
our heads with a soldier pointing a gun at us. They shot me in the head but as I hit the 
ground I awoke in the library as the Librarian was waking me up. It was all a dream. I 
slept the whole day in the library. On my way back home on the bus from the library all I 
could think about was the time I felt I spent in Colombia during the war. It felt real. I felt 
like I was really in Colombia for those days but I wasn't. Once I got home my mom asked 
why I was gone so long and I just told her I fell asleep at the library but she didn't believe 
me she thought I was out messing around so I just went to my room and started working on 
my paper. Once I started working on my paper I noticed it was really easy since it felt like I 
spent three days in Colombia fighting in the war. So I wrote my paper as if I were a soldier 
during the war. The next day I walked into school excited to share my work with my class 


and my teacher. After presenting my paper in class I surprised my teacher with how 


detailed my paper was. I ended up getting an A+ on that and some extra credit because of 


how good it was. 


